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CHAPTER Y11l.—(Continoed.)
“I'm afraid, doctor, you |
plake a very good detective,
that In nine casey out of ten, the obvious
rinson is always the wrong one, A smort
villain, who knows enough to carry glass
stiletton, nuidl how to use them skillfully,
mould oot have unnecessarily alarmed
tha houseliold by firing a plstol in the
dead of night, O, no! he would simply
bave smothersd the woman, alvendy iosen
wilile and unresisting, with a pillow, or
choked ber to death.”

I wee, I see”" acquiesced the physi-
clan. “Go on.”

“Liet us assume, now. that this un
known person entered the house through
the window [n Monsleur Voo Lith's eham-
ber.  While creaping through the room
he espies o cane of platale,  Tle his come
unnrmed, save with the Veoetinn stiletto,
But once in the houss, his conrnge fajls
bim. He picks up a pistol from the case,
mying, ‘This will protect me if 1 have
to procesd to extremitien e posses on
to Modame Roupell’s chamber, and falls
to searching amoug her papers, She s
A woman of large property, and must
have valuables, Ile is not after money,
for the dinmonds which she wore to the
opers have not been tnken, While thus
engagod, he is [ntervupted by Modame
Roupell, who rushed forward to save her
pupers.  He jumps from his chale, over
turning It, and roises the stiletto; she
turns nnd fiees ; he pursued and stabs her,
Do vou understand, monsieur?"’

“Yed, 1 understond everything, exeapt
his firing the pistol into the hend of n
mwomnan whom he had apparently already
put out of the way of harming him. 1
am nssuming, of course, that his object
was not murder. Of course, Madame
Roupell may have recognized him, and he
maey have wanted to be surs she wons
dead.”

“Kven that would not have warranted
Bin rivking fring the plstol, Recollect,
as I have already said, he could easily
have smothered her without making any

nolse,” replied Classngme,
“True! Then why did he fire the pls-
tol 7"

“It is ensy to conjecture,” returned the
Frenchman, “He did it to direct suspl-
clon from himsell to the owner of the
wenpon,"

“The dinbolieal villuin!" exelnimed the
doctor, und apparently so Impressed was
he with M, Cansagne’s theory that he kept
repeating the phrase over and over again,
*The dinbolieal villain !*

But M. Cassagne pald no heed to the
ejuculations of the physician, He was
down upon hisx knees, running about on
all fours on the earpot, totally rogordioss
of the injury to his pantploons,  His nose
wan within an ioch of the Noor, At last
he stopped in the middle of the apart-
ment, nnd exelaimed ;

“Qlve me the knife"

The doctor handed it to him. ITe at
onee prooveded to cut awny the earpet,
and then to dig furiously into the wooden
flooring.

! “What on earth are you looking for?"
finqulved Mason,
“Never mind," replicd Cassagne. "'Wait

He kept on digging awny with the
knlfe ns furlously as ever. At lnst he
stopped, and, still on his knees, held
triumphantly aloft a small, oblong, black
Then he exclaimed breathlessly :

“All right; T have got the bullet,”

“If we only had Van Lith's pistol
here,” sald Mason, “the evidencs would
e complete, but it Is in Paris”

The detective arose and smoothed ont
the knees of his pantanloons, which he had
aldly crumpled,

Wi have got what In gquite nn gool,”
he suld,  “Go Ino the next woom and
bring me the other platol.  Ten to one
‘they were mates."”

Taking the pistol from the doctor'a
hands, lie pushied the hullet into the mue
ple, It fitted 1o n nicety.

“We have thus far,”" sald M. Cassagne,
“outublished our theory suceessfully in
regard to one very important point,
Nelther your friend Van Lith nor Mon
wleur Chabot had a band in this murder,
It was committed by n thind party—
womeons who entered the house unkuown
to anyons, and who left it in an equally
weeret manner. Lot us sce, now, how he
got away, and what means of escape pro-
mentod themselves.  He could not lave
minde Ivin exit by any of the doors, be-
cause ote of them led to the room In
which Van Lith was hiding, and another
opencd directly into the chnmber oceupiod
by Monsieur Chabot. There Is still, of
course, n bare chance that he rotired hy
the door leading into the corridor; but it
Is altogether lmprobiable that he would
take such n risk, as that corvldor was
thronged with people hureying 1o Mad
amo Roupell's chumber at the sound of
the shot.”

“Phat is #o," acquivsesd Mason, “Had
bo attompted to escape into the corridor
he would undoultedly have been wseen
and captured.”

“Ie must, therefore,” continued Can
pagne, "have golten out of the windows,
The man 1 have In my mind's eye at the
present woment would have besn munrt
enough to mise the window befors he
#ired the shot. He would be particularly
ecareful not to leave any clow that he
had beets In the chamber, for that would
‘wxonerate the owner of the pistol, [le
lwould certainly not bave leaped from the
window, because that would have left
jfootprints on tha ground; you will look
dn vain for much. Yet he did got out of
this very window."
| “How can you tell that " asked Mason,
iIn amuzement. “It has been already in-
wpected by the prefect of pollce.  He
s also searched carefully under the
window, for 1 saw him doing it. 1f any-
one had passed through that opening he

M4 wurely have discovered It."

“The prefect Is doubtless a good offl
cor,” replied Cansagne, “but If he had
looked closer, ho would have soen that In
the window the man
ushed the dust off this geranium leaf

heen swept partly clean. M. Classagme
smiled with pardonable pride, and, saying
that he had for the pressut nothing fur-
ther to examing in the bed chambers, led
the way down stadrs, first of all, however,
replacing, carvefully, the seals which he
Lind removed.
Taking his hat from the rack in the
hinll, and inviting Dr. Mason to nceom
pony him, he passed quickly around to
the rear of the chateau, A man servant
was shiaking wome carpets on the back
Inwn, He ordersd him to bring a ladder,
nnd, placing it against the wall of the
chateau, ascended it nimbly.
“I thought wo," he calldl down to the
doctor, “Ie lndder will bear two of us,
Clome up, plenss,"
"What Is it thiz time?" inquired Ma-
won, ¢raning his neck so0 As to be on a
level with the window sill.
Chassngne directed the physicinn's at-
tention to a slight abraslon of the stone.
“That was caussd by the man's shoe
when he leaped from the sill," he explain-
|‘Ii‘
“But whete did he leap to?" inguired
the ductor. “Thls window is twenty feet
from the ground, nt least, BEven If he
had been in his stocking fest he must
have left some impression, and you say
he had shoes on."
“Ha reached the ground another way,
that s all," replind Cassagne,  “Most
likely he jumped into that tree. Let's
wee if It in posuible”
With the agility of a snilor ascending
the rigging of a vessel, ha climbed up
the reat of the lndder, and stepped on to
the window will,  After measuring the
digtance with his eye for a few moments
he waid ;
“It was n desperate leap for A man
to tnke in the pight time; but recollect,
he was a desperate fellow,”
Thon gathering hlmself together, and
exerting his enormous muscular strength,
be sprang from the window. A project-
ing bough nearly a dozen feat away was
hin objective point, Ile ecaught it, and
with the ngility of n trapezist passed
hand over hand down to the trunk. As
be swung himself around the branch, his
eve fell upon a small, glittering object
stuck fast in the fork of the tree. lle
pleked it up, and slid reapidly down to
the ground, where the doctor wns awnit-
ing him, Placing in the phyniclan's hand
n mmall gold locket, the detective ex-
eclaimad in a delighted voice ;
“I' hove him—1"11 find him now, if 1
have to hunt for him all over Franee."
Just then one of the servants approach-
ed. It was twelve o'clock, Would the
gentlemen ke breakfast '
“The gentlemen will linve some break-
fast by all means,” replied M. Cassagne,
“Our labor has been immense, our reward
ought to be proportionate,’” and the phy-
siclan led the way, and together they
pussed into the chatenu.

CHAPTER IX,
Mardly had M. Aifred Cossagne mwal-
lowed the lnst mouothful of his breskfast,
than his active mind revertsd again to
the mystery which yet surrounded the
death of Mme. Roupell.
Who was the man, at present unknown,
who had erept like a thief in the night
into the chnteauw, nnd ns quictly stolsn
nway when hiy fonl work had been ne-
complished? And what wis bin motive in
committing the erime? Woas he in any
way connected with M. Chabot?  Could
it be possible that the prefect of police
hnd stumbled on the real instigator of
the murder in the person of Chabot, and
thnt this unknown person was his con-
federate?  Most Mkely at that moment,
some officer from the prefectire was en-
pnged in elosaly wntehing Chabot's slight-
pat movements,  There might boe some-
thing in the prefect's theory, anfter uil,
Mature refloction convinesd M. Cassngne
that it would not do 1o dismiss It with
a mere shirng of the shoulders. Chabot's
necomplice might do the man they were
looking for. Anyhow, it would pot do to
logve the polnt uncoverad,

“1 must write at once,” he said, pres-
ontly, “to Cliguot, Cliguot is my assist-
ant, We must have him keep wateh of
this Mansleur Chabot's movemenis,”

M. Cassagne wrote out n weries of in-
struotions, particularly cautioning his ns-
slstunt to keep track of M. Cliabot, and
under no clrcomstances, if he ran across
any of the people from the prefecture, to
lot them renlly know who he was, Then
he appeared to be engrossed In thought,
Ile rubbed his hands violently togethoer,
wa If he wonld Impart netivity to his
brsin by the friotion, Ie nross, thrust
hack his chair, and begnn to walk vapldly
up and down the roow, stopping oceaslon.
ally to examine the pletures on the walls,
with the eye of a eritie,

“Madame's husband left her very well
off, 1 shonld judge,” he remarked nt lost,

"Very/' replied Dr. Mason,

“How loug ago did Mousieur Roupell
die?"

“About fifteen yonrs"

“And then wshe took
nieces ™

“Not [mmediately., Tt was not until
the deth of their parents (hat Madame
Roupell weat to Americs to feteh them."

“Toll me what relatives Madame Rouo-
pell hnd bawldes thesa young Indies,”

“There were no other reintives except
a brother, n dissolote charnetor, who fol-
lowed his sister from Ameriea to this
country,”

“And hls name?”

“As | recollect It, Henry Grmbam, 1
belleve, A man of fifty or wixty."

"When did you Inst see this Henry
Graham "

“1 never saw him but once. Ile came
to the chatean, on some begging expedi-
tlon when 1 happened to be here.  [le
pretended to be very affectionate, He
was & poor looking ereature, quite broken
down when [ saw him, and not at all the
kind of man to commit a daring crime.

“Recollect that the moment Madame
Roupell dleéd he had an Interest in her
estate, Ho was her toarest heirat-law."

“But she had made her will, she had
disowned him, and utterly cast him of.
That will bequeathed all her property to
her nleces, I witoessed it. I koew what
was In it"

M. Cassagne began to grow more and
mere Interssted. He no longer cast his

up with the

eyes upon the walls and ceiling. But he'
looked the doctar” straight in the face.
“On what was that will written? Try
your utmost now to recollect that; =
great deal depends on it

"“The first will was not written upon
paper, The second contained some slight
baquests to friends and to favorite mer-
vauts, I believe 1T was mentioned my-
self for some trifling mmount. In other
respects the two wills were identical. The
first one was dmwn up by Madams Rou-
pell's lawyers, She kept the second will
ut hor banker's. The firet one remained
in the house, It was engrossed on parch-
ment,"

“Ou purchment,” reponted M. Cassagne,
“Was It anything Hke this?' and he
handed a scrap of the article in guestion
over to the doctor.

“Where did you find this? inquired
the doctor when he could sufficiently re-
vover from his astonishment to speak,
“I found it upstairs,” replied M, Oas
sagne. I put it in my pocket, bechuse
it was in & queer place for n scrap of
parchment, [ found it with four other
pieces, In the fireplace of Madame Rou-
pell's bedroom. Of course, 1 have a the-
ory, now, how they came there, First of
ull, however, before | come to that, tell
me if you are certain that the scrape
were torn from Madame Roupell's will—
the first will, I mean—the parchment
ope?"

The physiclan did not immediately re-
ply. He fully realized the importance of
his answer, and how much hung on It
*“(3lve me the scraps,” he sald “If
there {8 any writing on them [ should
be able to tell by that, It was a very
peculinr innd, It looked aw If it had been
sngrossed by an English scrivener. Yes,
the handwritings are identleal”

“It in  epough,” muttered Cassagns,
sweeping the pieces of parchment up
from the table and putting them carefully
away in his pocketbook. “Now for my
theory, Henry Graoham is the man we
want to find. Mind you, I don't say he
committed the murder, but you'll see he
ls Implleated in it in some way or other,
He had everything to gain by Madame
Roupell's death, provided she died Intes-
tate, He must have learned in some way
that his sister had made a will disinherit-
ing him. To galn possestion of what he
thought was the only will was his object,
If he conld do that, his sister, being ig-
uornnt of the fact that the will was de-
stroyed, would go to her grave belley-
ing herself testate. On her death her
brother could have come forward and
claimed the property.’”

It was clever reasoning. The doctor
listened with breathless interest as the
detectlve continued ¢ |

“Amsuming that it is this Henry Gra-
ham, lot us see what he knew and what
he did.
ing of this frst will, and somehow or
other he must have learned of its con-
tentw. Ile was lgnorant of the making
of the second instrument. Now let un see
how he acted, He gained an entrance
to the chatenu.
possible to state at present. Probably
he may have heen in collusion with some-
body in the house; but 1 don’t know yet,
He was evidently well posted as to the
movements of the family, for he chose &

to the opern. It was n mere accldent—
we don't know whethber it was or not, but
we will nssume so—that Miss Harriet
Weldon dld not accompany the party, 1
am myself fnclined to think there was
some love affair between her and Van
Lith, which accounts for hia presence in
the house that night, and which nlso
wccounts for his gilence. You understand
what | mean. e won't speak for fear
of compromiging the young Indy."
The doctor nodded, “That Is good,” ha
snid, “very good, indeed; go nhead”
e assaskin was a little disconcerted
at finding Miss Weldon and your friend
in the chatean. Instend of entering the
house from the front, which would be
comparatively easy, e was compelled to
do so by the rear, running the risk of
being seen by the servants. e gained
Madame Roupell’s chamber nnd proceed-
ek to search for the document. He ran-
anoked the desk and theén threw the pa-
pers about. Unconsciously he stayed
jonger than bo intended,  So absorbed
wia hio In his search that he was surpris-
ed by his victim, [Ile drew the stiletto,
wtabbed her, and quletly resumed  his
senrch for the paper. After a time, ho
found it.  He was about to destroy It
by fire, when it occurred to him that a
parchment would burn better if it was
fn wmnll pieces. e started to tear it
up, when he altered his mind, and instead
of burning it then and there, put it o his
pocket to be destroyed at some more fav-
orable opportunity. Unlockily for him,
in his hurry he did not plek up the seraps
be tore off.”

(To be continued.)

Why They Blubbered.

“DId you notles thut nearly every one
in the sudience shed tears during my
great death seeue ™ querled the leading
lndy.

“Yos," answoered the soubrette, “and
I dow’t bame them."

“Don't Blame them ! echoed the ). L
“Why, what do you mean?™

“They were next to the painful faet
that your demise wasn't real,” explaine
el the soubrette,

Compnarisons,

“Why do so many of our ablest men
turn their backs on the publie and de
vote thelr tialents to the serviee of
great corporations?”

“Wall," apswered Senator Sorghum,
ST shoulidn’t be surprised If 1t was be-
ennse o corporation generally stands by
a man who has worked for It and the
public generally doesn't."—Washington
Star.

Strikea Gold Every Week,

Amerlean tourist in Engand, seeing
a farm laborer dlgging o deep  drain:
“What are you digging here for? ask-
od the tourist,

*Gold, guv-por,” replied the Inborer,

Tourlst—When do you expect to
strike 1t?
Laborer—One o'ciock on Saturday,

Discouraged,
Lovely Finuces—Oh, George, T some-

married!

you know.—Chicage Tribuna

e must have heard of the mak- |

How he did this it s im- |

time when, as he thought, they had gonw |

George—What, darling! Rather dlep] Tom. “why can't we begin on the eat-
Lovely Flancee—Yes, you don't have| @bles? The fee cream has been dished
to rehearse half & dosen times for that, | W this half hour, and It will be only
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Frank!

Nowell

Ta all

Eair the n.ght in Bethlem Innd,

the songs of angel band;
Fall snow so lightly!

Jeau, born of Mary maid,

oxen-stall was lald,
O sinr, shine brightly!

men rode from out the wild,

Came to greet the Christmas Child,

Fall mow mo lightly!

Gaspar, Melchior, Baltazar,
Magian pllgrims from afar,

O star, shine brightly!
whepherds in a row,

Knelt beside the cradle low;

Fall smow a0 lightly!

Told of all the angel song K
They had heard their sheep among.
O star, shine brightly !

Spice and wyrrh and gold of kings,
Offerings rare of far-brought things;

Fall snow wo lightly!

Gold for joy and myrrh

ncense for altar,

O star, shine brightly!

, Nowell, sing we all,

Josu, save our souls from thrallg

Fall snow mo lightly!

Goodwill comes from God above

those who Christmas love
O star, shine brightly !

Sam’s Christmas

BY JOHN W, RYAN

It was the night before Christmas,
and he was coming home, From the
| far West he telegraphed that he wouald
come East to sea the Yule log blaze
and the festival candle burn

‘Lot me have some of that potato-
cake that Bridget used to make,” he put
at the end of his dispatch, and the
old famlly servant when thls was read
to her snld;

“I'alth, and he ought to have some-
body better nor that, the erachture,
after being out for a year among those
Phllippines, who llve In the swamps
and alt rlce slx days In the week,
besides Sunday.”

“So he shall, Bridget,” replled the
home-mother, Mrs., Thurston. “We'll
have a little surprise party for him,
and have all his relations and Intimate
friends within call to welcome him.”

“That'll be folne Intirely, ma'nm, and
I'll have to begin me cooklng right off,
#o that there'll be lashing' of every-
thing to ait and drink."

“You can save your strength for the
Christmas dinner, Bridget, but for the
Christmas-eve gnthering we'll have a
eaterer, and that will save you a great
deal of trouble

“It wouldn't be the lalst trouble In
the world anything 1 could do for Mas-
ter Bamuel, but let the eaterer bring bhis
fee crames and his sherbits, and his
swale-cakes, nand I'll give the boy!'
something fit to alt the next day, some-
thing substantial that'll make him for-
get he was ever hungry among thim
yaller dwarfe that he wint out o
tache."
| And now the night hnd come when
his arrival was anxlously expected.
The guests had all assembled, and at
every pnssing footstep there was a
shout, "There he i1s8," but as the sound
passed and dled away In the distance,
there were little sighs of disappoint-
ment from brothers, slsters and cousins,
and the company returned fo thelr
pomewhat foreed merriment, hoping
that the next ten or fifteen minutes
would bring a welcome ring of the door
bell, Nine o'clock came, and the ex-
pected prodigal son, ns some one ro
Jocosely called him, dld not appear,

“Oh, these Western tralns nre al-
ways late the night before a holiday,”

sald Uncle Arthur, who had been a
great traveler and knew all about the
haps and mishaps of rallroad manage
men

“So they are, so they are” echoed
fam's father, who had never been 2
hundred miles from his native city, and
econld no more declpher a tlwe-table
than he could read hieroglyphles on a
pyramid.

And “8o they are, 50 they are,” mur-
mured every one else, though the fes-
tivitlea In which they were engagwl
seemed lke the play of “Hamlet” with
the Danish prince left out.

Ten o'clock struck and still the ab-
pent one liad not returned

“Perhaps he won't ¢come untll moran-
Ing," remarkeéd Mrs, Moulton, “Or
gourse he did not know you would all
be here, and he may have stayed over
In New York to see some old college
chums"

“That wouldn't be a bit ke Sam.”
returned his father, “He's a good deal
like me. When he says he'll do a thing,
he does It

“Yes, he's a chip of the old block,”
whispered one of Sam’s sisters, “though

father did promise to mall a letter for
me lust month, and kept it In his pocket

times think 1 would rather die than bal for a week.”
“Well," nsked Sam's younger brother

“I never saw such a hungry boy In
my life,” sald Aunt Priscilla from the
country. *“When he comes up to the
farm be keeps me baking all the time.
I call him the great Amerlean ple-
entor,”
“Yes, he's one of the kind you'd
rather board for a week than a fort-
night,” sald Mr. Thurston,
“Oh, 1 don’t begrudge him what he
puts Into his stomach, but If he doesn't
end up by becoming a confirmed dys-
peptle, my name |8 not Prisecilla,”
“All right, Aunty,” answered Tom.
“‘Sufficlent unto the day Is the evll
thereof.! Just take my arm and I
show you how n fashionable catercr
spreads a feast at so much a plats.
I'm not allowed to give the price, but
It's enormous, llke my appetite.”
Thera wns A general movement to-
ward the dining-room at this, as the
hoatess and Uncle Arthur led the way,
and soon the edibles began to disappeur
before the attacks of the guests whose
hunger had been sharpened by delay.
Eleven o'clock rang out from a nelgh-
boring steeple and still no Sam.
“Too bad, too bad,” murmured
Grandmother White, who had sat up
long past her usual hour for retiring,
“1 knew something disagreeable was
golng to happen, 1 dreamed that I lost
n tooth last night, and that always
means misfortune,”
“I didn't know ghe had one to lose™
remarked Tom behind hils napkin, “I
thought all her masticators were
boughten on a plate.”
And the old Iady. oblivious of the fact
that her personal belongings were he-
Ing criticlzed, went on to relate how n
dream of hers had onee come true, and
got her hearers Into such a melancholy
condition that they neglected the good
things spread before them, when eud-
denly to counternct the prevalling
gloom, Dick Chester exclalmed : “Here's
to the health of my old schoolmata,
Safn Thurston,” and followed up the
tonst by starting the chorus, “For he's
i jolly good fellow." This was In full
blast when a cry outslde hushed the
song Into sllence. It was plercing, In-
sistent, often repeated, and bore this
message :
“Extra  Evening Mercury, traln
wrecked on the T, and W. road; all the
passengers  believed to  have been
killed,™ The people around the board
sut with blanched faces. No one dared
speak untll  Mrs, Thurston sobbed ;
“That's the traln my poor boy was
on."
The father sald nothing, He put on
his hat and went out Into the night, he
knew not where, IHe only felt that he
must do something, bring some lght out
of the darkness, some hope out of de-
spalr, Tom followed him, for men must
act while women weep,

And the girls gnthered around the
stricken mother, and one of them crept
closer than all others and sald:

“It s not true, It Is not troe!™

Dut still the ery of disaster,
growing falnter and fainter, wus heard
along the frozen streets, and even tha
late prevellers from the closed saloons
hished thelr nolsy ribnldry ns the mes-
sage of death was borne upon the air
to thelr dulled and bewildered senses,
and one cried:

“Shut up, fellows! It may be our
turn next, so let us respect the poor
chaps that are gone. They may have
been better men than we with people
to love and care far"

Then with nncertaln steps they weut
on silent as the tomb to the poor den In
some cheap lodglug-house that they
callad home,

Within the house there were tears
where there shonld have Leen laughter,
and the poor words of comfort and s~
puthy, though well meant, seemed com-
monplace In the face of a great sorrow.

Twelve shocks of sound came dlamal-
ly across the square, yet no one in that
little group wished another a “Merry
Christmas,"

Up the plank-walk of the yard at the
last stroke there was a sound of heavy
footsteps erunching the snow, and then
a pull at the bell, All this was omi-
noud In the stllinesg of thls early morn-
ing, and each one hesitated to answer
the summons, until, at last, the girl
who was nearest to the weeplng mother
arose to meet whatever evll was to
come,

The door swung back and then a joy-
ous volce cried:

“Why, Falth, are you here?’

“And ls It really you, S8am?’ came In
ansawer, as two young figurea were
locked In a long embrace,

“Oh, stop that nonsense,” shouted
Tom, gleefully, who was behind with
his father., “Let somebody else have a
chance to welcome the returning hero,
Here's mother,”

And then Sam had hls arms around
the liftle woman who had given him
birth, and Mr. Thurston exclaimed ;
*That's right, my boy. You can have
lota of girls, but only one mother.”
Then some one sald “Merry Christ-
mas," and the shout went 'from one to
another as they thought of the God-man
who had ralsed the widow's son from
the dead.

“It seems llke a miracle,” sald the
grandmother, when she came In for her
share of the unexpected greeting,

“Oh, there I8 nothing miraculons
about my being here now,” msaid Sam.
“] mlssed the traln on the ‘T. and W.,'
and had to take one two hours Iater on
the ‘X, and V.""

“Well, Providence was watching over
my boy, anyway,” sald the mother, ns
Falth sat down at the plano and began
i Christmas earol with the words: “Ume
to thee a chlld ls born.”

now

New Year's Eve, 11:005 P, M.

1o

He rose to go. "Twas New Year's eve
“One kiss,"” he begged, “my dear.”"

8he coyly said, “You cannot have
Another kiss THIS year."

Trees on the Tables,

For the royal family in Germany
Christmas trees are placed upon tables
of different heights. That for the Em-
peror Is the highest, the Empress’ table
fs next In size, and the smallest In for
the baby of the family. Carp is served
for the Ilwmperial dinner, a traditional
dish for the Christmas feast throughout
Germany.

‘Friendly Advice,

“Can you suggest something for ma
to get for my wife for Christmas?* he
asked of the shopkeeper.

“You'd better get her a box of clgars,
1 expect,” said the shopkeeper. “Bha
was in here this morning and hought a
lace parasol for you'—RBaltimore
American.

CHRISTMAS ARMY EN RO

fit to drink (f we walt much longer.”

UTE TO STOCKINGVILLE.




